OUR AMBASSADOR  KING

and put it on the man's head ; the day when the Prince
was perched on the back of his car for a drive through
the streets, because people had been complaining that
they could not see him ; the stopping of the royal train
at the most unexpected places to give the Prince a
few minutes' conversation -with people in remote parts.
But Canadians will tell you that the crowning incident
took place at a rodeo in Saskatoon. That was an
inspiration. The Prince had been watching the cow-
punchers in exhibitions of steer throwing and all manner
of outlandish horsemanship. To be a mere spectator
did not altogether satisfy him. At the end of the pro-
gramme the crowd, which was waiting for him to leave,
was surprised to see him jump on to a broncho's back.
To jump there was one thing, to stay there was quite
another performance. And it was one which was
thoroughly enjoyed by the cowboys as they followed
him round, yelling like madmen. He took their shouts
to mean encouragement, and, almost unbroken though
the mount was, kept his seat. What would have hap-
pened and what would have been thought had he been
thrown is not easy to surmise. As it turned out, he
could not have chosen a quicker or surer way to lasting
popularity. Saskatoon was not long in spreading the
news.

As the tour progressed the Prince was more and
more impressed by Canada's great diversity of scene,
of resources and of opportunity. He perceived, too,
that its numerous communities were separated not only
by big distances but also by disparate interests* The
photographs which he brought back give some idea of
the variety of types and occupations which he met.
One shows him taking part in a round-up on a ranch;
in another he is camping at Qu'Appelle Lake and is
accompanied by two guides whose expressions clearly
show that they consider posing for a photograph a
wicked waste of time; one of the happiest is of the
Prince paddling an Indian canoe on the Nipigon River
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